And, picking up the sheet upon which he had been
writing when Michel had entered, he suddenly raised
it to the level of his eyes and ostentatiously started
reading, muttering the words over to himself in an
endeavour to keep his attention from wandering, which
it obviously was.

Michel saw that the interview was closed.

The words he wanted would not come, and with a
sudden coldness that was far from expressing the
affectionate gratitude he really felt, he said merely:

"Thank you very much."

And he got up and went out, his heart eased of the
burden which was now his father's.
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